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Poet. Wir wears my penſive Friend that gloomy Brow, 


Say, whence proceeds th imaginary Woe? 
What proſp rous Villain haſt thou met to-Day, 
Or has afflicted Virtue, croſs d thy way: 


Is it ſome Crime unpuniſh'd you deplore, 
Or Right ſubyerted by injurious Power? 
8 Be 


ES | | 
this, or that the Cauſe, tis wiſely done, 
o make the Sorrows of Mankind your own, 
o ſee the injur d pleading unredreſs'd, 
he Proud exalted, and the Weak oppreſs'd, 
an hurt thy Health, and rob thee of thy Reſt; 


* 


our Cares are in a hopeful way to ceaſe, 0 
f you muſt find Perfection to ſind Peace; 


But wrack thy Malice, veut thy ſtifled Rage, 
nvceigh againſt the Times, and laſh the Age: 


Perhaps juſt Recent from the Court you come, 


On publick Ills to ruminate at Home; | 
Say, which of all the Wretches thou haſt ſeen, 44 8 


II. 


What worthleſs *##*#* of that medly Th W = s 5. 
N Who baſely. Acts, or tamely ſuffers Wrong, _— 4 | 
| He who to nothing but his Int'reft true, 
| Cajoles the Fool he's working to undo; 
Or that more deſpicable tim'rous Slave, 

Who knows himſelf abus'd, yet hugs the Knave: 

Perhaps you mourn our x ſinleing Fame, | 


That Show of Freedom dwindled to a Name: 
” | Where 
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Where deal their venal Laws, 
And the beſt Bidder has the juſteſt Cauſe; 


What then they've Pow'r, and who ſhall dare to blame 
The Legal wrongs that bears Aerea s Name; 

Beſides, ſuch Thoughts ſhou'd never ſtir the Rage 
Of youthful Gall, Reflection comes with Age: 

"Tis our decaying Life's Autumnal Fruit, 

The bitter Produce of her lateſt Suit; 

When every Bloſſom of the Tree is dead, 

Enjoyment wither'd, and our Wiſhes fled ; 

Thane ſtill is in it's Spring, on every Bough, 

Fair Plenty blooms and grateful Odours blow, 

Seaſon of Joy too early to be wiſe, — 
The Time to covet Pleaſure, not diſpiſe. 


Hl. 


Yours is an Age, when Trifles ought to pleaſe, 

Too ſoon for Reaſon to attack thy Eaſe ; 

Tho' ſtill the Hour ſhall come when thou ſhalt =—_— 
"Tis vain Fruition all, and empty Show ; | 
But late examine, late inſpect Mankind, 

If ſeeing Pains, tis Prudence to be blind, 


* 
„ . 

- 
. 

* 


t not their Vices yet employ thy Thoughts: 
augh at their Follies, e're you weep their Faults, 
Ind then (as ſure you muſt) at laſt you find 

| hat things they are, reſolve to arm thy mind ; 
oo nicely never their Demerits ſcan, 

nd of their Virtues make the moſt you can, 

Ilent avert the Miſchiefs they intend, 

nd croſs, but ſeem not to diſcern, their end, 
they prevail, ſubmit, for Prudence lies 

ſuff' ring well; tis equally unwiſe, 

o ſee the Injuries we won't reſent, 

& mourn the Evils which we can't prevent. 
| . 

ou'd the Receipt were eaſy as tis kind; 

t t hard it is for Miſery to reach, 


hat Fortitude, Proſperity can. teach. 
| 2 7 IV. 


buld I forbid what has been to have been, 
lodge a doubt on Truths my ſelf have ſeen, 


bud J diveſt Remembrance of her Power, 


nd ſay Collect theſe Images no more; 
9 


Friend. You Counſel well to bid me arm my Mind ; 


No 


C7) 
No more, let paſt Events ſurvive in you, 
In Lights too faithful uſher'd to my View: 
Cou'd I diſlodge Senſation from the Breaſt, 
Or Charm her wakeful Faculties to reſt ; 
Cou'd I my Nature and my ſelf ſubdue, 
I might the Method you preſcribe purſue, 
But if from real Cauſes we endure, 
If Reaſon's our Diſeaſe and not our Cure; 
Then ſeeming Eaſe is all we can obtain, 
As one who long familiariz'd to Pain, 
Still feels the Smart, but ceaſes to Complain ; 
Tho' young in Life, yet long inur'd to Care, 
Thus I ſubmiſſive every Evil bear: 
If unexpected Ills alone are hard, 
Mine ſhou'd, who am for all Events prepar'd: 
No Diſappointments can my Peace annoy, 


Diſuſe has wean'd me from the hope of Joy. 
V. 


The vain purſuit for ever I give o'er, 

Repuls'd I ſtrive, betray'd I truſt no more: 
Mankind I know their Nature and their Art, 
Their Vice their own, their Virtue but a Part: 
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play d ſo oft, that all the Cheat can tell, 
id dangerous only, when'tis acted well; 


different Claſſes rang d, a different Name, 

ends their Practice, but the Heart's the ſame ; 
his ſhews the Foc, that hides it in the Friend, 

he Road is various, but the ſame's the End : 

heir Hate is Int'reſt, Im reſt roo their Love, 

n the ſame Springs, theſe different Engines move, 
at ſharpens Malice, and directs her Sting, 

d hence the hony d Streams of Flatt'ry ſpring. 
org I ſuſpect what at the laſt I know, 

hought Men worthleſs, now I've prov'd them ſo, 
luctant prov'd it, by too ſure a _ 

earn d my Silence in a painful Scheel: 

> buys even Wiſdom at too high a Price, 

ſho pays my ſad Experience to be Wife. 


VI. 


hy did I hope, by Sanguine Views poſſeſt, 
at Virtue harbour'd in a Human Breaſt, 
hy did I truſt to Flattery's ſpacious Wile, 
e Apri/-ſan-ſhine of her tranſient Smile? 
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Why disbelieve the Leſſons of the Wile ? 

Who taught me young, to pierce her thin Diſguiſe ; 
I thought their Rancour, not their Prudence ſpoke, 
That Age, perverſe in falſe Invectives broke: 

I thought their Comments on this gaudy Scene, 

_ Ti Effects of Phlegm, and dictated by Spleen, 

That jealous of the Joys themfelves were paſt, 
TheirEnvy try'd to pall their Children's Taſte : 

Like the deaf Adder to the Charmer's Tongue, 

I gave no Credit to the Truths they Sung; 

But happy in a viſionary Scheme, 

Still ſought Companions worthy my Eſteem: 

The Tongue the Heart's Interpreter I deem'd, 

And judg'd of what Men were, by what they ſeem'd; 
I thought each warm Profeſſor meant me fair, 

Each ſupple Sycophant a Friend fincere ; 

The ſolemn Hypocrite, whoſe cloſe deſign, 


Mirth never interrupts, nor Love, nor Wine ; 
VIE. 


Who ſtill attentive to what others ſay, 
Obſerves to wound, or Queſtions to betray ; 


10 
Wim as the Guardian of my private Thoughts, 
In Morning Councils (cool Reſolves) I ſought 


ſo him ſtill open, cautionleſs conſign'd, 
he inmoſt Treaſure of my fecret Mind, 

[ſy Joys and Griets delighted to impart 

1ſacred Confidence, unmix'd with Art, 


hat dangerous Pleaſure of the honeſt Heart, 


Social Banquets, where the circling Bowl 
Co gladneſs lifts all Sorrows, but Deſpair, 


ind gives a tranſient Lethe to our Care: 


| hene' re. I purpos'd to unbend my Soul 
| 


Choſe the Man whoſe Talents entertain, 


{nd ſeaſons Converſe with a lively Strain; 


bo thoughtleſs ſtill, by hopes, not fears, perplex'd, 
Injoy the preſent Hour, and riſque the next, 

theſe, not the ſloathful Luxury of Eaſe, 

tt Beds of Down, nor balmy Slumbers pleaſe; 
Fhilſt wakeful Kings on purple Couches, own 

the ſecret Sorrows of their envy'd Crown. 
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VIII. 
And wait revolving Light with ſhorter reſt, 
Than even thoſe Wretches by their Power oppreſt, 
This jocund Train, devoted to delight, | 
In chearful Vigils ſtill protract the Night, 
Nor dread the Cares approaching with the Day, 
Through each Viciſſitude for ever gay, 
With ſuch I commun'd, pleas'd when I cou'd find 
Receſs ſo grateful to the active Mind: 
And whilft the Youths in ſprightly Conteſts try, 
With hum'rous Tale or oppoſite Reply; 
Or am'rous Song or inoffenſive Jeſt, 
(The Zeſt of Wit) to glad the learned Feaſt, 
My Soul (ſaid I) depend upon their truth, 
For Fraud inhabits not the Breaſt of Youth: 
e Indulge thy Genius here, be free, be ſafe, 
&« Mirth is their Aim, they covet but to Laugh: 
« Pure from Deceit as ignorant of Care, 
« Their Friendſhips and their Joys are both ſincere. 
I judg'd their Nature, like their Humour good, 
ASif the Heart depended on the Blood; 
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ind that the Seeds of Honeſty muſt grow, 
herever Health reſides or Spirits flow. 


IX. 
ſee my Error, but I ſee too late, 


is vain Inſpection to look back on Fate, 

hat are the Men whom moſt eſteem'd 95 find, 
Zut thoſe whoſe Vices are the moſt refin'd ; 
ind Preference! for Vice like Poyſon ſhews, 
Che ſureſt Wound is in the ſubtleſt Doſe ; 
o ſuch Reflections whilft I turn my mind, 
loath my Being, and abhor Mankind. | 
hat Joy for Truth, what Commerce for the Juſt, 
all our ſafety's founded on diſtruſt ? 
all our Wiſdom is a main Deceit, | 
nd he who Proſpers beſt, the ableſt Cheat? 
Poet. Oh! early Wiſe! how well ha'ſt thou defin'd 
he Worth, the Joys, the Friendſhips of Mankind, 
Friend. Bleſt be the Powers, I know their abject State ; 
Poer. Yet bear with this, and hope a better Fate; 


hrice happy they, who view with ſtable Eyes 8 


his ſhifring Scene; who temp rate, firm, and wiſe, 


an ſtand it'sSorrows, and it's Joys deſpiſe. 
Who 


(13) 
Who looks on Diſappointments, Shocks and Strife; 
And all the neceſſary Ills of Life. 

X. 

Not as Severities, the Gods impoſe, 
But eaſy Terms indulgent Heaven allows 
To Man by mort Probation, to obtain 
Immortal Recompence for tranſient Pain, 
Th' Intent of Heaven rightly underſtood, 
From every Evil we extract a Good: 
This Truth Divine implanted in the Heart, 
Supports each drudging Mortal through his part, 
It gives delightful Profpects to the Blind, 
The Friendleſs here a conſtant Succour find; 
The Wretch by Fraud betray d, by Power oppreſt, 
With this Reſtorative ſtill calms his Breaft, 
This ſuffering Virtue chears, this Care beguiles, 
And decks Calamity herſelf in Smiles, 
When Mead and Friend hath ranſack d every Rule, 
Taught in Hypocrates or Gaten'sSchool ; = 
To quiet Ills that mock the Leaches Art, 
Which Opiates fail to deaden in the Heart; 


( 14 ) 
his Copdial ſtill the incurable ſuſtains, 
ho Triumphs in the ſharp inſtructive Pains, | 
XI. 


ot like a Roman Hero, falſly Great, A. 


ith impious Hand anticipates his Fate; 


t waits reſign'd the ſlow approach of Death, 
I1 that great Power who gave, demands his Breath; 
ch are thy ſolid Comforts, Love Divine, | 
h ſolid Comforts, on! my Friend be thine; 
this firm Baſis thy Foundieions lay, 
Happineſs unſubject to decay, 
Man no more, that frail Support, depend, | 
e kindeſt Patron, or the warmeſt Friend ; | 
warmeſt Friend may ono Day prove untrue, | 
d Int” reſt change thy kindeft Patron's View, 
not elate the Kindneſs they profeſs, 
on the Tryal grieve to find it leſs, 
iſhive each Viciſſitude endure, 


eful 65 Merit, where Reward is ſure, 


Providence implicitly reſign” d, 


this Reflection poiſe thy wand'ring Mind, | 
<a With 


(15) 
With partial Eyes we view our own weak Cauſe, 
And ſlightly ſcan her upright equal Laws, 

XII. 
For undeſery'd ſhe ne'er inflicts a Woe, 
Nor is her Recompence unſure, tho ſlow, 
Unpuniſh d none Tranſgreſs, decei d none truſt, 
Her Rules are fix d, and all her ways are juſt, 
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